THE LION'S MOUTH

that had drawn, to find he was uppermost
and had his man by the throat.
Bell had a torch in his pocket, and I called
for a light.
Both men had the look of gypsies, and the
one I had seized was cross-eyed. This blemish
was certainly against him, but no excellence
of feature could have redeemed his looks. I
have never seen evil so written in any man's
face : and he eyed me with a malignancy that
made me tighten my grip. This, I confess,
with repugnance, for I might have had hold
of some beast, so long and so thick was the
hair which covered his arm, like a close-fitting
sleeve. He showed no sort of surprise, but
only a snarling resentment of my interference
with his plans, and he never so much as loosened
his grip on the other's throat.
" Let go/' I said sharply, " and drop that
knife."
For a moment we eyed one another. Then
the man spat in my face.
I suppose he was blind with rage, for he must
have known that I was powerful and thai he
was at my mercy if it pleased me to strike.
Be that as it may, I hit him on the point of
the jaw with all my might and then stepped
over his body to bathe my face.
When I got back, the other was sitting up
and answering George's questions humbly
enough. He was twice the age of his assailant
and though he still looked a fine fellow, was
obviously past his prime.
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